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Borne on his simple bier he was taken to the Burning
Ghat to be cremated, his ashes being disposed of
after the rites had been performed according to
Hindoo custom. There was no escort, no body-
guards, no soldiers with arms reversed. No guns
were fired in salute. What tribute was paid, was
from the hearts of the people, and I am sure he
liked that best.
Then I knew that if I was to understand my
country I would have to start afresh, brushing aside
the education which had been thrust upon me and
discarding   the   environment   by   which   I   was
surrounded.    And that  was no  easy  matter.    It
meant undoing the work of generations,  and of
displeasing those who meant very much to me.   The
slightest suspicion of individuality on my part and a
committee of inquiry consisting of senior members
of the family would sit in judgment and ponder
over the cause of this grossly immoral streak which
was working its way into a home which had always
been above reproach.    Maybe there was some un-
wholesome influence on my young mind, they said,
in which case the bug must be treated at once and
the germ killed before the disease got out of control.
My list of friends would be carefully scrutinised, the
books I read censored, and whatever the results of
such an investigation, I would get a dressing down
which would cure me for quite a while.    I was
charged   in   turn   with    insolence,    disobedience,